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PROLOGUE. 

The CHORUS LEADER stands at a lectern 
at the side of the stage. 

CHORUS LEADER 

The names of William Burke and William Hare 
are linked together indissolubly 
in any book that dares to call itself 
a full account of th' history of Crime. 

Theirs is a story that makes authors weep 
to think they could not dream up such a plot, 
or even greater crime. 

The story goes 
this way: In the old days the medical 
profession came to realize its lack 
of true, irrefutable knowledge of 
anatomy—I mean the human kind— 
and set about to fill this need in the 
most obvious way: dissection of the corpse. 

By this it could observe with its own eyes 
the way the human body worked. The Law 
accordingly approved their noble aim 
and offered for their use the bodies of 
those criminals who had been hanged. 

But these 

proved not enough. The students multiplied, 
demanded more and more meat for their knives, 
and hanging, though most popular of sports, 
could not keep up. A new profession thus 
was fashioned from an honorable line: 
grave-robbing rescued corpses from the hole 
and gave them new and much nobler careers 
than serving fodder to the worms. 

Into 

the ranks of those who plied this night-time trade 
came Burke and Hare, who soon were doing well. 

But Burke and Hare did not, like most, rely 
upon the graveyards for their merchandise. 

Impatience was their sin. They could not wait 
for Death to do what he is noted for, 
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but urged their victims on by using gin 

and well-placed pillows. They were shrewd and had 

a God-giv'n wit that led them to success. 

But what is more important than the chills 
and mundane horrors they contrived is that 
they were forerunners of what's since been called 
Free Enterprise, that system whereby men 
can raise themselves by their own bootstraps and 
make names for themselves, and their fortunes, too, 
in honest competition with other men 
who are unscrupulous as they themselves. 

Born of an age that raised up the Machine, 
gave it a capital and named it God, 
and had as priests Profit and Enterprise, 

Burke and Hare stood as symbols for the mob 
that habited the sewer from which they rose, 
that mob that followed their example and 
carried to its logical extreme: 
the forming of the lower middle class. 

"The Common Mob," some called it; but the mob 
has power far beyond "The Brilliant Few." 

It lies not in the brain, but in the list, 
and when it learns it holds that pow'r, it burns 
to wield it, and no law nor moral code 
can stand long before it. 

Their story we will now play out for you 
with all its chills and comedy intact, 
upon this empty stage, beneath those lists, 
we actors with our masks and studied lines. 

But do not, for these reasons, say, "Well, well, 
it's entertaining, yes, but just a play." 

For everything you'll see is based on fact. 

These people lived. They starved, they cursed, they died; 
they pimped and whored and killed—they even cried. 

And what they did we, on this stage, will act. 

It's ugly, stinking, vulgar, black, uncouth: 
but all we offer to you is the Truth. 
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1 . 

HARE'S LODGING HOUSE. 
(LIGHTS rise on a street. The CHORUS enters.) 

CHORUS LEADER 

Edinburgh is the place, the year 

is 1827. You can hear 

from every slum, from every stinking sewer 

the chorus of the Ever-Hungry Poor. 

(The CHORUS sings "The Song of the Hungry Poor.") 

CHORUS 


WE WANT MEAT 
WE WANT FISH 

NOODLES OOZING IN THE DISH 
MUFFINS PILED BEFORE OUR EYES 
AND PIES. 

WE WANT MEAT 

WE WANT PORK 

ROAST O' BEEF UPON THE FORK 

SLABS O’ BACON FRIED UP NEAT 

TO EAT. 

O, A DIRE SAD FATE 
IS THE EMPTY PLATE 

WITH NO CRUMBS STARING UP FROM THE FLOOR. 
WHEN YOUR RIBS CAN BE FELT 
AS YOU CINCH IN YOUR BELT 

AND YOU CAN'T KEEP THE WOLF FROM THE DOOR. 


(BURKE and HELEN enter, following a well-dressed GENTLEMAN.) 

THERE ARE MEN WITH POCKETS 
AND WELL-FILLED PURSES 
AND IF THEY FLAUNT IT 
THEY MUST BEAR OUR CURSES 
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AND NO ONE DARE BLAME US 

FOR TAKING COMMAND 

WHEN OPPORTUNITY 

OFFERS HER HAND 

WE'LL TAKE IT 

AND SHAKE IT 

AND WELCOME HER IN! 


(BURKE knocks the GENTLEMAN over the head and robs HIM. BURKE and 
HELEN ran. LIGHTS rise on HARE’s lodging house.) 


O, A DIRE SAD FATE 
IS THE EMPTY PLATE 

AND THE BELLY SWELLED OUT TO THE FORE. 

AND YOU CAN'T DAMN A MAN 

FOR DOIN' WHAT HE CAN 

TO KEEP THE WOLF FROM THE DOOR. 

LORD, CAN YOU HEAR HIM GROWLING? 

LORD, CAN YOU SEE HIM PROWLING? 

HE HUNTS AMONG THE POOR. 

YOU CAN BAR EVERY SASH, 

BUT WITHOUT READY CASH 

YOU CANNOT KEEP THE WOLF FROM THE DOOR. 

YOU CAN BAR EVERY SASH, 

BUT WITHOUT READY CASH 

YOU CANNOT KEEP THE WOLF FROM THE DOOR. 


(The CHORUS exits. BURKE and HELEN re-enter and go into HARE's lodging 
house.) 


CHORUS LEADER 


One autumn evening William Burke and his 
common-law wife, Helen McDougal, came 
to Edinburgh—rather, to the slum 
called West Port. They had run into some luck 
and had a few pennies to call their own. 

They sought a place to eat and rest their legs, 
and chance led them to the poor inn which was 
managed and owned by one named William Hare. 
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CHORUS LEADER (cont'd) 

(He’d got the place through an inheritance 
when an acquaintance died without warning; 
another fortunate coincidence— 
there's quite a few more waiting down the line.) 

BURKE 

Hullo! Innkeeper! Fetch your broad ass down 
and serve two thirsty travelers! Hullo! 


HELEN 

Cor, Willum, I'd give my right arm for beer. 

BURKE 


Hullo! I tell you now we will not wait! 

I'll bust the damned kegs open on my own 
if you're not down here by the count of three. 

(HARE enters.) 


HARE 

Cor shit, you'd raise the dead with so much noise! 
Good evening, sir. You're in fine voice this night. 

BURKE 


Two gins, and set us up a keg o' brown. 

Our throats are dusty as the road 'twixt here 
and Glasgow. 


HARE 

Ah, then you've been on the road? 

HELEN 


A filthy, stinking road. 
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BURKE 

Aye, that we've been, 
and glad enough to now be done with it. 


HELEN 

Six weeks we've been, with little enough to eat. 

BURKE 


It's true. Four miles a day is fifty to 
a man when water's been his wine and sup. 

HELEN 

We waited one full week on Dublin's docks 
to find a skiff to take us at our price. 

We had to leave—there's not a pound of meat 
left in old Erin, and now the pratie blight. . . 

I've seen some dried-out mothers drown their babes 
like they was kittens, just to stop the howls. 

BURKE 

It don't take much to make you see what's what. 

It don't take much to make you say, "Move on." 

HELEN 


But Lord, the road . . . 


BURKE 

Aye, they're a fisty bunch 
of bastards over here, and not a soul 
among 'em. 


HELEN 


'Not a ha'penny to spare. 
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BURKE 


The name is Burke, sir, Willum Burke. 


HARE 


is Willum Hare. 


And mine 


BURKE 

I'm glad to know you. This 
is Missus Helen McDougal, lately 
of Dublin. 


HELEN 

Pleased to meet you, Mr. Hare. 

HARE 

Ah, madam, call me Willum! Let's not stand 
on empty ceremony. Here's your beers. 


BURKE 


Your health, sir. 


HARE 

And yours, mum. 

(THEY drink, a horrid coughing is heard from an upstairs room. LIGHTS reveal 
an OLD MAN, lying sick in his bed.) 

HELEN 


Cor! 
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(Shouting.) 


HARE 


The drunken sod. It turns my stomach, aye. 


Aa, shut up! 


BURKE 


What's up? 


HARE 

Ah, Mr. Burke, I've run upon 
bad luck enough to make Job tear his hair. 

BURKE 

We saw your sign outside announcing beds 
for evening rest. 


HELEN 

Ask him if they've got lice. 

HARE 

It's worse than that, mum. Lice are bad enough, 

but now the only bed to let has got 

a sick old man a-lying in it. He 

took up the fever, and I cannot pitch 

him out (I always was a tender soul), 

and dare not take a lodger out of fear 

of the contagion. 


BURKE 

It's a pretty scrape. 


(The coughing continues.) 
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HARE 

Aa, quiet, cantcher! Damned old codge, he owes 
me four pound lodgings. 


to hospital. 


HELEN 

You should have him sent 


HARE 

Ha! They don't take the likes 
o' him, nor you nor me, to hospital. 

I'd toss him in the street, where he belongs, 
but then the Board of Health would know I'd had 
the fever sleeping here. I trust you both 
know how to keep a still tongue in your heads? 

HELEN 

Don't fret on that. We’re not a pair o' squeals. 
The laws they make! Why, how's an honest man 
supposed to make his living? You would think 
the fever weren't a simple fact o' life. 

We'll hold our tongues. 

(The coughing grows worse.) 


HARE 

(Screaming.) 

God damn your shriveled soul! 
HELEN 


It is a rough world. 


HARE 


Aye, it is indeed. 
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BURKE 


So set us up again. 


HARE 

Sir, I'd be pleased. 
(THEY drink and laugh.) 


CHORUS LEADER 

Fate stepped in bodily and gave a nudge 
to new careers for Messrs Burke and Hare. 

(The OLD MAN suddenly stands up in bed, does a little jib, and falls down dead.) 

HARE 


What's that? Excuse me. 

(HE goes to the OLD MAN.) 

Cor, the bugger's dead! 

Now ain't that just my luck? The bastard dies 
without a-paying up. 

(HE returns to BURKE and HELEN.) 

BURKE 

Well? Well? What is't? 

HARE 


Well, I've an empty bed, if you've a mind 
to stay. 


HELEN 


You mean he's dead? 
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(Crosses herself.) 


HARE 
I do. 

HELEN 

Bless him. 


HARE 


Business is terr'ble bad just now. 


to him. 


BURKE 

Let's drink 


(THEY drink solemnly.) 


HARE 

The chiseling bastard! Owes me four— 

HELEN 


Best call the undertaker. 


BURKE 


Aye. 


CHORUS LEADER 
But then 

a bright idea took hold of Willum Hare. 

It was not then unknown for keepers of 
the lodging houses, when such accidents 
befell, to find some way to minimize 
their loss. 



HARE 


Here now, hold up. He owed me, right? 

BURKE 


So you say. 


HARE 

Well then, I should think that I'd 
be justified in taking any means 
what come to hand to make collection, eh? 

HELEN 


Seems only proper. 


HARE 


And he wouldn't want 
the shame of having died in debt, I'm sure? 

BURKE 


What are you saying? 


HARE 

Here, I have heard tell 
that you can sell such things as we have on 
our hands for several pounds to surgeons. 

HELEN 


Th' Anatomy Classes! 


Aye 


HARE 

What nobler cause? 
He dies out o' debt, and serves Science asides! 
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HELEN 


You are a man of honor, Mr. Hare. 


HARE 


Mum, call me Willum. 


BURKE 

Aye, it seems you've hit 
upon a fine solution to the case. 


HARE 


And you too, Mr. Burke! 


BURKE 


What, me? 


HARE 

Indeed. 

Observe the facts: I cannot tote the sod 
all by myself. But a big man so strong 
as you could come in very handy. For 
the right cut, eh? Now, Mr. Burke, just think. 

Just think . . . 

(BURKE is silent.) 


HELEN 

You owe it to him, Willum. 

BURKE 


Aaa . . . 
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HELEN 


O' course he will! 


HARE 


Hurrah! 


it done. 


BURKE 
Then let us get 


HARE 

Now there's me man! I swear, I'll stand 
a round for us three! 


(Toasting) 


ALL THREE 
Here's to common sense! 


BLACKOUT 
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2 . 

A CLASSROOM IN THE UNIVERSITY. 
(The following is enacted as the CHORUS LEADER speaks.) 

CHORUS LEADER 

The man they sought, when they'd bagged up their prize, 
was some minor professor. But kind Fate 
stepped in again and lent a friendly hand. 

As Burke and Hare prowled down the alleyways 
they met two drunken students, who divined 
what they were after, and sent them instead 
to one who paid high rates for what they had 
to sell. That man was Dr. Robert Knox, 
the famed anatomist. 

Knox had few friends. 

His arrogance, sharp tongue, and flashy dress 
all served to alienate the faculty. 

But he was popular with students, and 

in 1828 the man enrolled 

the largest class the school had ever seen! 

(LIGHTS rise on the classroom. The CHORUS, as Medical Students, sing "The 
Medical Students' Glee" while dissecting.) 

CHORUS 

O, WHAT PAIN IT IS TO PART 
BLOOMING BREAST FROM RUBY HEART. 

LIP FROM LIP THAT ONCE I KISSED, 

LILY HAND FROM DAINTY WRIST, 

DIMPLED KNEE FROM MARBLE THIGH, 

VELVET LASH FROM SPARKLING EYE. 

AND AS FOR THE FEET, THE LITTLE FEET 
I USED TO FIND SO PRETTY, 

THERE’S ONE, I KNOW, IN BEDFORD ROW- 
THE OTHER'S IN THE CITY! 


NO MORE HER WHISPERED WORDS OF LOVE WILL FALL:- 
SHE OCCUPIES A BENCH IN SURGEONS' HALL. 
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KNOX 

Resume your seats. Today our study shall 
be of the organs of digestion and 
of excretion. Bring in the specimen. 

(KNOX's ASSISTANT goes out.) 

The digestive tract is the most common source 
of physical complaints. 

(The ASSISTANT brings in a corpse.) 

Now gather round. 
By opening the abdomen, we— 


STUDENT 

Aagh! 


(HE faints and is carried out.) 


KNOX 


I pray you, gentlemen, ignore the stench 
arising from the specimen. I fear 
decay is quite advanced: the corpse's eyes 
have fallen in, the chest collapsed; the brain 
is furred with fungus; putrescence is rife. 

But Science marches on where Weakness stays. 
Let us proceed. However, I suggest 
we cover with our kerchiefs nose and mouth 
to shield us from the noxious fumes. 

(THEY do so.) 


And now . . . 

(BURKE and HARE arrive outside the class and knock. The ASSISTANT goes 
to the door.) 
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ASSISTANT 


What is it? 


BURKE 

(Ill at ease.) 

Knox? 


HARE 

Uh, Mr. Burke and I 
are asking after Dr. Knox? This is 
the place he lectures, eh? 


ASSISTANT 

What do you want? 
HARE 

We have a little something which might be 
of interest to him. 


ASSISTANT 

Right. Bring it in. 

I'll fetch the doctor. Don't touch anything. 

(HE goes to KNOX.,) 


BURKE 

(Setting down the sack.) 

Aye, that's a load. Cor shit, I'd like a pint. 


HARE 

There's time enough for that. And watch your tongue! 
These doctor gentlemen don't stand for lip. 

Straighten your coat! 
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ASSISTANT 

(To KNOX.) 

Excuse me, Dr. Knox. 

Two members of the trade have come and brought 
an article to sell. 


excuse me. 


KNOX 

Ah. Gentlemen, 


(To ASSISTANT.) 

You should not have left them to 

themselves. 

(To BURKE and HARE.) 

What have you? 


HARE 

Something we've heard you 

have need of at your school. 

(KNOX examines the body in the sack.) 

The poor gent had 

no single friend nor relative to see 
him buried proper. It's a tragedy, 
is what it is. Alone and sick he was. 

And he owed me four pound, so¬ 


l'll give you eight pounds. 


KNOX 

Very nice. 


BURKE 


Eight? 
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HARE 

Eight pounds? Oh, sir! 
KNOX 


You've realized a profit. Eight pounds is 
the standard rate. In winter I pay nine: 
the ground is frozen then, and hard to break. 

BURKE 


Cor. . . 


KNOX 


Are the terms agreeable? 


BURKE 

The terms? 
KNOX 

My classes are quite large. Fresh subjects thus 
are always needed. Fresh. 

(HE drops money into HARE's hand.) 

I trust I shall 

see you again? 


HARE 

Oh, I should hope so! 

KNOX 


Then, gentlemen, good day. 

(BURKE and HARE go out.) 


Good. 
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KNOX (cont'd) 
The subject's fresh. 

ASSISTANT 


How fresh? 


KNOX 

Not dead six hours. I commend 
their prompt delivery. It seems we have 
two enterprising businessmen indeed. 

These two may prove well worth our cultivation. 

Such driving energy is seldom seen, 
in these low times, among men of their breed. 

Refreshing sight! If they were better born, 

they might almost remind me of myself, 

when I was young . . . when men stood in my way. 

(MUSIC sneaks in. KNOX speaks in time to the music.) 

In the morning of my high career 
I observed the world I'd sworn to make my own; 

I watched the way it worked, 

The way each cog clicked in its place, 

The way each man was used, or used each man. 

With clear intelligence I plainly saw 
There was no place for me among the used:— 

For such a one as I 
There was only leadership, 

The God-giv'n right of rule. 

My study paid well, 

And now I've risen high above the horde 
Of empty-headed, broad-paunched lecturers— 
Those idiots who tried to keep me down! 

And now who knows their names? 

When students think of anatomy, they think Knox . 
When doctors look for answers, they read Knox . 
When the public thinks of Medicine, 
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KNOX (cont'd) 


they think Knox . 

When the ladies give a tea, they plead for Knox . 

(HE remembers the presence of the ASSISTANT. THEY regard one another a 
long moment.) 

Put it away. 


ASSISTANT 


Yes, sir. 


KNOX 

If they come back, 

and if their work continues so well done, 
we will consider raising their base pay. 

Be sure to call me when they come. And: 
we will not speak of them about the school. 

You understand? 


ASSISTANT 


Yes, sir. 


KNOX 

It would not do 

for others here to take advantage of 
this enterprising pair Fortune has sent. 

You understand? 


ASSISTANT 


Yes, sir. 


(KNOX returns to the lecture.) 



2-24 


KNOX 


observe the upper bowel. 


Now, gentlemen, 


(LIGHTS fade on the school. BURKE and HARE outside.) 


HARE 


Eight pound. 

BURKE 


Eight pound. 


HARE 

I haven't seen this much since . . . Burke, my lad, 
I feel Fate plucking at my elbow. 


BURKE 

Mmm. . . 
HARE 

I do. Great things are in the wind, you'll see. 

BURKE 

You can't depend on lodgers dropping dead 
whenever you need cash. 

(Pause.) 


HARE 


No . . . 


(Pause.) 



BURKE 


No . 


(A long silence.) 


a pint o' brown! 


I'm for 


HARE 


And I. 


(THEY exit thoughtfully.) 
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3 . 

A ROOM IN HARE'S LODGING HOUSE. 


CHORUS LEADER 


As in most businesses, some problems were 
encountered at the start. Burke and Hare 
were stalled by lack of ready merchandise. 

A lively trade was thriving at that time 

in Scotland's cemeteries, supplying 

the medical schools. So industrious were 

the "sack-'em-up boys" that some families kept 

a round-the-clock guard on the graves of loved ones 

until decomposition was supposed 

to render the remains, for classroom use, 

unfit. At any rate, Hare was not so 

inclined; the work involved in actual 

grave-robbing was not for him. He was of 

a more inventive mind, and soon he solved 

the problem threatening the young career 

of the promising firm of Burke & Hare. 

(LIGHTS rise on HARE pacing nervously outside a room where an old man, 

JOSEPH, lies groaning in bed. BURKE sits patiently, whittling.) 


HARE 


(Stops.) 

Aaa! The damned old codge! Why don't he die? 


BURKE 


All in good time. 

HARE 

I ain't got time to waste. 
(HE resumes his pacing, then stops again.) 
It's nearly midnight. Christ! Why don't he go? 
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BURKE 


When it's his time. 


HARE 

His time . . . Well, I am tired 
of waiting. Here. Give him a pillow. 


BURKE 


what's on your mind? 


Hare, 


HARE 

Why, I just want to see 
him cozy in his last moments on earth. 


BURKE 


He may not go tonight. 


HARE 


(Quickly.) 


Oh yes. Oh yes, 

he will. Take him a pillow, Willum. 


(Wary.) 


BURKE 


Okes. 


(HE takes the pillow and enters the room. HE stands on one side of the bed, 
HARE on the other. JOSEPH watches them and groans.) 

HARE 


So. Ev'nin', Mr. Joseph! How d' ye do? 
I'm happy, sir, to see you so improved. 


(JOSEPH groans.) 
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BURKE 


Come, Willum, leave him be. 


see? 


HARE 

He likes it, Burke, 


BURKE 


Let him go in peace. 


HARE 

That's just it, though: 

he's not a-going fast enough. 


BURKE 

Willum— 

HARE 


I thought we might just help him on a bit. 

BURKE 


Willum— 


HARE 


A friendly nudge. 


BURKE 

Willum! 

HARE 


the pillow. 


Give him 
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BURKE 


No. 


(Fiercely.) 


HARE 

I ain't got time to waste! 


(HE forces the pillow in BURKE's hands down over JOSEPH'S face. THEY hold 
it till the struggling stops.) 


(Whispering.) 
Call Helen. 


HARE 


(BURKE does not move.) 

Go on! Tell her, bring a sack. 

(BURKE starts off slowly. HE stops. LIGHTS pick up BURKE's and HARE's 
faces in the sudden BLACKOUT.) 

BURKE 


So, why'd I do it? You go full three days 
without a crumb to swallow and you'll know. 
Hunger's not a pleasant way to pass 
the day, and when your gut begins to bloat 
you're ready, then, to earn a bob, and make 
no matter how the earning's done. And then 
there's Helen—I've got to provide for her, 
don't I? Don't I? Oh God, I hate being hungry. 

HARE 

So. Why'd I do it? Simple: money. Money. 

A man don't feel quite like a man without 
a few pounds in his pocket. And when such 
an opportunity presents itself, 
show me a man who will not take, and I'll 
show you a fool. For this is how the world's 
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HARE (cont’d) 

set up: there's those who have the cash, and those 
who don’t. And those who don't had best find ways 
to get the cash, or they will die; and those 
with cash won’t take the time to spit on them. 

Take my word for't, when Fate knocks at your door 
you answer quick, or th’ bitch will run away. 

(LIGHTS up again.) 


CHORUS 

EVERY MAN, BOTH WEAK AND GREAT, 
WILL GRUMBLE AT HIS GRIEVOUS STATE. 
HE CANNOT FIGHT, IT IS HIS FATE. 


(HARE walks to BURKE and extends his hand.) 

THE FOOLS WHO DO NOT UNDERSTAND 
WILL FALL BENEATH THE BRAVE COMMAND 
OF THOSE WHO TAKE THEIR FATE IN HAND. 


(BURKE reluctantly accepts HARE's hand.) 


SO HEAR YOU, WORLD: WE NOW DECLARE 
THE PARTNERSHIP OF BURKE AND HARE. 


(BURKE and HARE shake hands.) 


BLACKOUT 
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4 . 

WEST PORT. Outside HARE's Lodging 
House. 

CHORUS LEADER 

As time went by, the business blossomed like 
a lovely weed. Prospective merchandise, 
lured by Hare's charm—and promises of drink- 
rushed in with smiles, and were rushed out again, 
processed, packaged, and distributed. 

(HARE appears.) 


HARE 


Efficiency! Efficiency! System! 

Now, here's the way it works: I find a poor 
old man or woman, doesn't matter which, 
and offer him or her a friendly glass. 

Then Helen keeps 'em drinking, 'specially 
the men. Burke, with his pretty face, works on 
the ladies. And when they are good and drunk, 
Helen will offer them a nice clean bed 
to sleep their dispositions off. That's when 
we make our move. A well-placed pillow and 
we're off to market! Lovely, eh? It's called 
"Assembly Line Production Theory." Each 
will have his job to do. Efficiency! 

System! System! Efficiency! 


CHORUS LEADER 
It worked. 

The first to go was Abigail Simpson, 
a widow lost in Edinburgh. 


(ABIGAIL enters and crosses to HARE.) 
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ABIGAIL 
Sir, I'm 

a widow, lost in Edinburgh. Can you 
please point me the right way to Glasgow? 

HARE 


You 

poor thing! Of course I can. But a long road 
awaits you. Why don't you just step inside 
and tip a glass or two? It's on the house. 

ABIGAIL 


Oh, sir! You are too kind. 


HARE 

Helen! 


(HELEN enters from the house.) 


HELEN 


I'm here. 


HARE 

This is a friend of mine. Make sure she gets 
just what she needs. 


HELEN 

Of course, dear. Come on in! 

ABIGAIL 


I don't know how to thank you. 
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HARE 


Don't you fret. 


We'll find a way. 

(HELEN takes ABIGAIL into the house.) 


CHORUS LEADER 


An hour passed. And then: 

(BURKE enters from the house, carrying the body in a sack. HE goes off.) 

HARE 


It's working just like clockwork! Ain't it grand! 
It makes a man feel proud. 


CHORUS LEADER 


was an old Englishman. 


The next to go 


(An OLD ENGLISHMAN enters to HARE.) 


OLD ENGLISHMAN 


A penny for 

a vet-ran? Penny for a man who gave 
his left leg for the Queen? 


HARE 

—You poor thing! 

Come in and have a pint o' brown, and see 
if you don't step a little quicker for't. 

OLD ENGLISHMAN 


Sir! You're a gentleman. 



4-34 


HARE 

Helen! 

(HELEN enters from the house.) 

HELEN 

I'm here! 
HARE 

A man who dared his life for kingdom's peace 
would like a drink. 

HELEN 

A hero! Honored, sir. 

Come let me set you up a mug. I'll take 
good care of you, no fear. 

OLD ENGLISHMAN 
This must be Heav'n. 

(HE goes in with HELEN.) 

HARE 

Not yet. But soon. 

CHORUS LEADER 


Before the night was done: 
(From inside, a scream.) 


(Within.) 

Aiee! 


OLD ENGLISHMAN 


(BURKE enters from the house with another sack.) 
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BURKE 


I think my back is giving out. 

(HE goes off. During the following, another OLD WOMAN goes to HARE and 
is shown into the house by HELEN.) 

CHORUS LEADER 

Their simple system was a grand success, 
though, certainly, there were some kinks to be 
worked out. 

(A POLICEMAN enters and crosses slowly. HARE smiles and nods greeting. 
BURKE enters from the house with a sack. The POLICEMAN notices and turns 
to HARE with a frown. HARE sidles up to the POLICEMAN with a nervous 
smile and slips some coins into his hand. The POLICEMAN nods good-day and 
exits. BURKE and HARE exchange a glance. BURKE goes off.) 

CHORUS LEADER 

With their success came problems. They 
were forced to lie about their source of income. 

(HELEN appears in a very fancy dress and bonnet.) 

HELEN 

What, this old thing? Why, thank you! How'd I come by *t? 

I'll tell you. Dear, I was left a legacy. 

My dear old Uncle Pat, God rest his soul, 
he died and left me all his fortune. Yes! 

A stroke of luck for me and Burke. Now, you'll 
excuse me, but I've got to get to church 
and light a candle for the dear old man. 


(SHE goes.) 
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CHORUS LEADER 

Dr. Knox was thrilled with the supply 
that Burke and Hare provided his demand. 

He paid them more and more for each corpse, to 
ensure they would not sell their wares to his 
competitors. 

(KNOX's classroom is seen. BURKE and the ASSISTANT watch as KNOX 
examines the latest body.) 


KNOX 


It's beautiful. A most 
professional job, Mr. Burke. How do 
you manage to acquire them so fresh? 

BURKE 

(After a pause.) 

A secret o' the trade. 

KNOX 

Of course, of course. 

I hope your secrets will continue to 
provide such subjects. Lovely. Lovely. Yes. 

(To the ASSISTANT.) 

Pay him. 

(To BURKE.) 

I give you eight pound ten for him. 

BURKE 


Sir-! 
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KNOX 

Now, no argument. You've earned it. And 
I hope I'll see you soon again? 


BURKE 

You will. 

(HE takes the money from the ASSISTANT and goes.) 

CHORUS LEADER 

In nine months Burke and Hare delivered more 
than sixteen subjects to good Dr. Knox. 

The partnership was flourishing, and if 
some minor strains were noticeable, they 
were yet too undeveloped to pose a threat. 

(HARE and HELEN are speaking.) 

HELEN 

I don't know where he's gone. He just walks out 
and says he needs some air. 


he's merely overworked. 


HARE 

Ah, well. Perhaps 


HELEN 

He goes off more 

and more these days. It's almost like he can 
not bear to be around me! 


(SHE starts to cry. HARE puts his arm around HER shoulder.) 
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HARE 

You poor thing! 

Now don't you fret like this. It makes your eyes 
all red and puffy, and we don't want that. 


HELEN 


Oh, Mr. Hare! 


HARE 


Call me Willum. 


HELEN 

Willum. 

(THEY go. LIGHTS reveal BURKE.) 

BURKE 


The thing I want to know is, is it right? 

I guess it bothers me a bit. Oh, not 
the killing of 'em; they're better off dead, 
most of'em. And they go off happy, too, 
we spend enough on drink to make 'em that. 

But selling them . . . 

Sometimes I get a chill 

when that old sawbones smacks his lips and leers 
and tells me, "Lovely! Lovely! Bring me more!" 
And sometimes, when I’m walking down the street, 
I look around me and I wonder. There, 
is that one of 'em's daughter, father, son? 

Aunt? Uncle? Cousin? Baby? Lover? Friend? 

It doesn't do to think about such things. 

My pocket's full. There's nothing to be done. 


(HE goes.) 



CHORUS LEADER 


Among the victims Burke and Hare processed 
was a poor, backward boy named Daft Jamie. 
Crippled, club-footed, Jamie roamed the streets 
of West Port, getting by as best he could, 
begging a crust of bread, earning a bit 
by singing songs and telling jokes. 

(DAFT JAMIE enters.) 


(Calling.) 


DAFT JAMIE 

Mother! 
CHORUS LEADER 


Happy as only crazy people are, 

Daft Jamie, always cheerful, had one quest 
in life: to find his mother. 


DAFT JAMIE 

Mother! Mum! 
CHORUS LEADER 

His mother had thrown him out of the house 
when she found he was feeble. Jamie was 
well-known, well-liked in West Port. 

(A MEMBER OF THE CHORUS enters.) 

MEMBER OF THE CHORUS 

Jamie! Here' 

a penny for you. Catch! 

(JAMIE scrambles for the penny.) 
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DAFT JAMIE 
Oh, thank 'ee, sir! 

I tell you, life's too good to me, it is. 

CHORUS LEADER 

But one day Jamie met with Burke and Hare. 

They foolishly decided he was one 
who'd make an ideal subject for the school. 

(BURKE and HARE enter and watch DAFT JAMIE.) 

DAFT JAMIE 


Oh, Mother! 


HARE 

Now, Burke, there’s a likely lad. 
I think we should invite him for a drink. 


BURKE 

Daft Jamie? Don't be stupid, Hare. He’s just 
a boy. 


HARE 


I am never stupid. Boys 
will bring the same as men. Go ask him, Burke. 

BURKE 


I won't. 


Now who is being stupid? Burke, 
the bank is looking bare. 


HARE 
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BURKE 
He's just a child. 

HARE 


My sentimental friend, go ask him in. 


BURKE 


God damn it, no! I won't! 


Your scruples never last too long. 


HARE 

I think you will. 


your soul. 


BURKE 

God damn 


HARE 

I'm sure He has. And yours, too. Go. 

(BURKE hesitates, then goes to DAFT JAMIE. LIGHTS change. A sign appears 
reading, "ELEGIAC LINES ON THE TRAGICAL MURDER OF POOR DAFT 
JAMIE, written by J.P., 1829." A MEMBER OF THE CHORUS enters. HE 
recites the ballad as it is enacted.) 


SOLO 


Attendance give, whilst I relate 
How poor Daft Jamie met his fate; 

'Twill make your hair stand on your head 
As I unfold the horrid deed:— 
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SOLO (cont’d) 

That hellish monster, William Burke, 

Like Reynard sneaking on the lurk, 
Coyduck'd his prey into his den, 

And then the woeful work began:— 

BURKE 

Come, Jamie, drink a glass with me, 

And I'll go with ye in a wee 
To seek your mother in the town— 

Come drink, man, drink, an' sit ye down. 

DAFT JAMIE 

Nae, I'll not drink with ye, nor come, 

For if I do, 'twill make me dumb. 


HARE 

Tush, man, a wee will do ye good, 

'Twill cheer your heart, an' warm yer blood. 

(BURKE and HARE lead DAFT JAMIE inside and give HIM a glass. DAFT 
JAMIE begins to drink.) 


SOLO 


At last he took the fatal glass, 

Not dreaming what would come to pass; 

When once he drank, he wanted more— 

Till drunk he fell upon the floor. 

(DAFT JAMIE passes out. Another MEMBER OF THE CHORUS enters and 
speaks.) 
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SECOND SOLO 

Like some unguarded gem he lies— 

The vultures wait to seize their prize: 

Nor does he dream he's in their power, 

Till they have seized him to devour. 

FIRST SOLO 


The ruffian dogs— 


SECOND SOLO 
The hellish pair— 

FIRST SOLO 


The villain Burke— 


SECOND SOLO 
The demon Hare,— 

FIRST SOLO 

Impatient were the prize to win, 

So to their smothering pranks begin. 

SECOND SOLO 

Burke cast himself on Jamie's face, 

And clasped him in his foul embrace; 

But Jamie, waking in surprise, 

Writhed in an agony to rise. 


(DAFT JAMIE and BURKE struggle.) 
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FIRST SOLO 

Now both these blood-hounds him engage, 

As hungry tigers fill'd with rage, 

Nor did they handle axe or knife 
To take away Daft Jamie's life. 

(BURKE and HARE smother DAFT JAMIE.) 

SECOND SOLO 

No sooner done, than in a chest 

They cramm'd this lately welcom’d guest, 

And bore him into Surgeons' Square— 

A subject fresh—a victim rare! 

(BURKE carries DAFT JAMIE's body to KNOX's room. KNOX and the 
ASSISTANT enter.) 


FIRST SOLO 

And soon he's on the table laid, 

Expos'd to the dissecting blade; 

But where his members now may lay 
Is not for me—or you—to say. 


SECOND SOLO 

But this I'll say—some thought did rise: 

It fill'd the students with surprise, 

That so short time should intervene 
Since Jamie on the streets was seen: 

(BURKE is paid and leaves. KNOX examines the body.) 

ASSISTANT 


My God, it's Jamie! 


KNOX 


What? 
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ASSISTANT 


a beggar. I have seen him often. 


Daft Jamie. He's 


KNOX 

Eh? 

ASSISTANT 

Why, everybody knows him. But I saw 
the poor lad just last week! 


KNOX 

Alive? 

ASSISTANT 

Alive. 


KNOX 


I see ... 

And everybody knows him? 


ASSISTANT 
Yes, sir. His 

club-foot would give him 'way, if nothing else. 
(KNOX considers this.) 


KNOX 


Remove the head and feet. 


ASSISTANT 


But, sir—! 
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(Firmly.) 


KNOX 

Remove 


the head and feet. Then take him to the class. 

(The ASSISTANT does as order. DRUMROLL.) 


FIRST SOLO 


But though his body is destroy'd, 

His soul can never be decoy'd 

SECOND SOLO 


From that celestial state of rest 
Where he, I trust, is with the bless'd. 

BOTH SOLOISTS 


Oh, that his soul may be at rest 
Within the Heaven of the Bless'd! 


(The LIGHTS fade.) 
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5. 

GRASSMARKET 


(BURKE enters.) 


BURKE 


Something strange is happening to me. 

You know, I have been having nightmares. I 
cannot say what they are, but I wake up 
a-sweating ice and reaching for the gin. 

Poor Nelly! Woke up three, four times a night 
because I'm screaming. She just tells me, "Burke, 
you're such a fool. For God's sake, go to sleep." 

I usually do. 

It started with the boy. 

I mean, right after . . . 

(LIGHTS rise on Grassmarket, where a PREACHER is addressing a CROWD.) 
Well. One day I was 

a-walking through Grassmarket, and I saw 
a preacher yelling at a bunch of fools 
who'd stopped to gape, and I decided I 
might waste a minute listening to him. 


PREACHER 


I tell ye, Satan walks the cobbles of 
West Port—mistake him not! The demon has 
a thousand ways to draw you in. Has God 
giv'n you a life of hardship? Misery? 

Has our Lord made you poor and starving? Has 
He given you a shrewish wife? A pack 
of howling children you must feed? Praise Him! 

CROWD 


Praise Him! 
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PREACHER 

These are the trials He sends us all 
to make us worthy of our place in Heav'n. 

The Devil can make use of these to tempt 
unfaithful souls to sinning, and to Hell. 

"Your life is painful?" Satan asks. "Then have 
a little nip of gin to make it bright. 

You can forget your troubles for a while 
and lose yourself in drunken fancies." Ah, 
do not give in, you sinners! Walk the road, 
the narrow steep that leads to God and Heav'n! 
There's changes in the wind, great changes, aye! 
Not too long till the angel Gabriel 
takes up his horn to blow the final call. 

And where will you be when that bitter sound 
sweeps 'cross the earth? Give up your evil ways! 
Don't risk the flames of Hell! Repent! 


CROWD 


Repent! 

PREACHER 

Sinners, remember this: your sins will drag 
you to the pit; but all your sufferings 
will raise you up to Heav'n! Amen! 


CROWD 

Amen! 

PREACHER 

Your hungry mouths will there be filled with sweet 
honey! Your weary butts be set on thrones 
of gold and pillows soft as clouds! Amen! 

CROWD 


Amen! 
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PREACHER 

For Christ our Savior said to us, 

"Bless'd are the poor in spirit: Heav'n is theirs. 
Bless'd are the meek: they shall inher't the earth. 
Bless'd are the pure in heart." Amen! 


CROWD 


Amen! 


(LIGHTS go out on Grassmarket.) 

BURKE 


That's when I left. Another word and I'd 

have burst out laughing. All that talk about 

"if you are hungry here, just wait! A few 

more years, and when you're dead you won't be starved 

no more." That's a great comfort, isn't it? 

The only earth the meek inherit is 
the three-by-six-foot plot they plant you in, 
and nowadays you can't be sure of that, 
take it from me. 

But still, sometimes I think . . . 

I left the house one day, just for a walk, 
and I decided I would not go back. 

I didn't think of Helen; I just went. 

Oh God! That first day out! You wouldn't think 
a man could feel so free. I walked across 
the city. Could've walked to London if 
I’d had a mind. I walked down to the docks 
and watched the ships go out. I sat and thought. 

May be I'd sign up on one of those ships 

and sail to Inja, or America, 

or any place away from here. The sun 

was warm, the sea smelled good. I smiled. I smiled. 

That was a day well spent. 

But then night came. 

And it was cold. I couldn’t find a bed. 

I’d spent my last few shillings on some beer, 
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BURKE (cont’d) 


and so I slept upon a pile of rags. 

When I woke up my back was stiff; my skin 
was rich with lice; the first wind that blew in 
from off the docks was heavy with the stink 
of rotting fish. I didn't eat that day. 

I didn't eat the next. The fog came up 

and hid the sun. There was a storm that night, 

I watched it from the dock, and two ships sank. 

(HELEN enters.) 


HELEN 


So. Here you are. 


BURKE 


Aye, here I am. 


HELEN 

(Tenderly.) 

I have 

been looking for you, Bill. I want to know 
if you are coming home. 


BURKE 

Home. If I must. 

HELEN 

(Gently.) 

You know, Bill, no one's making you come home. 
You're free to go or stay, as you may please. 

BURKE 

And if I go, will you come with me, Nell? 
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HELEN 

(After a pause.) 

No. No, I guess I'd stay. I’d have to, see? 

It's where the money is. 


BURKE 


Aye. 


HELEN 


Aye. 

So are you coming home? 

(BURKE remains silent a long while.) 

BURKE 

'Course I am, Nelly. 

There's no place else for me to go, is there? 

(SHE smiles, gives him a quick, happy kiss, and THEY exit slowly, arm in ami, as 
the LIGHTS fade.) 
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6 . 

HARE'S LODGING HOUSE. 


(HELEN enters to HARE.) 


HELEN 


Good ev’nin’, Mr. Hare. 


HARE 

Call me Willum. 

HELEN 


Good ev’nin, Willum. 


(Bowing.) 
our friend? 


HARE 

Ev'nin 1 , mum. And where's 


(Snapping.) 

You know as well as I! 


HELEN 


HARE 

Oh, mum! 
HELEN 


I'm sorry. Reckon I am getting just 
a little peevish. 


HARE 


What you need's a drink. 
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HELEN 


I won't say no. 


HARE 

I'll fix you up, poor thing. 

HELEN 


That man is driving me into my grave. 
(HARE pours HELEN a drink.) 


HELEN 


Thanks, Mr. Hare. You are a gentleman. 


HARE 


Um! Call me Willum. 


HELEN 


Willum. 


(SHE drinks.) 


is't him or me? I think I'm going mad! 


But tell me now, 


HARE 

It couldn't be you, mum. Don't take on so! 

You're much too good for him, that's what I'd say. 


I will not have you talking of him in 
that way! 


HELEN 
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HARE 


Excuse me. 


HELEN 

He's a damned fine man! 
As gentle as they come, that says a lot. 


HARE 


Indeed it does, mum. Pray forgive me. 


HELEN 


Course. 


(THEY drink.) 

He's just so sentimental! He thinks he's 
a sinner. 


HARE 


He's a businessman. 


HELEN 
That's as 

I’d say, Mr. Hare. But try to make him see. 

(THEY drink.) 

I'll tell you something now, but keep it to 
yourself. 


HARE 


I will. 
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HELEN 


have caught him— 


There have been times when I 


HARE 


What? What? 


HELEN 

Caught him—praying! 
HARE 


Aaa! 


HELEN 


Oh, Mr. Hare, what can I do? Is he 
so lost? 


HARE 

Well, for a start, mum, you can call 
me Willum. 


HELEN 


I walked in and there he was, 
upon his knees and staring up, pleading 
right at the window. It's enough to make 
your skin crawl. 


HARE 


You poor thing. 


HELEN 


(Sighs.) 
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HARE 


(Sighs.) 


HELEN 


It isn't half a torment. 


(Filling her glass.) 


HARE 


Have a drink. 


HELEN 


I don't mind if I do. You are too kind. 


HARE 


One does one's best. 


HELEN 

The perfect gentleman. 
And now he's always walking. Walking. Where's 
he go? 


HARE 


I'm sure I couldn’t say. 


HELEN 

What's wrong 

with him? Why leave a nice warm bed at night? 

HARE 


No reason in the world, if you were there. 

HELEN 


Oh! Mr. Hare! 
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HARE 


Call me Willum. 


HELEN 

Willum. 

He sometimes stays out through the night. 

HARE 

(Slyly.) 

Is that 

a fact? How long was he gone that one time? 

HELEN 


Three days. 


HARE 

Three days! It must be lonely. 

HELEN 


it is, it is. 'Tis lonesome for me. 


Aye, 


HARE 


All 

alone up there. 


HELEN 


(Sighs.) 


HARE 

You poor, poor thing. 
So have another glass, my dear. 
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(With resolve.) 


HELEN 
I will. 


(THEY grow very drunk.) 

It isn't easy, living with a man 
who's tormented with guilt. 


HARE 

I'm sure it's not. 
HELEN 

His conscience don’t keep you warm at night. 

HARE 


You poor, poor thing. 


the man. 


HELEN 
But, Mr. Hare, I love 


HARE 


Love! 


HELEN 

Yes, it's love. Oh, not the kind 
of love that you'd write poetry about. 

I've never known that kind of love. But it's 

a steady sort of love. I feel for him, 

as stupid as he is, and he can be 

as stupid as they come. No, I will not 

have one word said against him! He's a man, 

and what's more, he's a man with heart. There's not 

another that I've met that I could say 

the same of. It's his heart that troubles him. 
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HELEN (cont'd) 


If he didn't have the heart, he would 
be so much better off. But I don't think 
I'd love him then. It doesn't make much sense. 
I love him, Mr. Hare. I never thought 
I'd love a man, but after all these years 
I guess that's what it is. 


HARE 


That's very sweet. 

I often wished, when I was just a lad, 
that I could find someone to care for in 
that same cool, even way. But what I found 
was nothing like it. What I found was LOVE 
spelled out in capitals with flesh, smelling 
all sweaty, tasting salty. That's my love. 

I don't waste time with poetry, but here's 
a song that tells you what love means to me. 

(HE sings "The Song of What a Man Wants from Love.") 

HO BOY, HEY BOY, 

COME, COME AWAY, BOY, 

AND BRING ME MY LONGING DESIRE. 

A LASS THAT IS NEAT 

AND CAN WELL DO THE FEAT 

WHEN LUSTY BLOOD IS AFIRE! 

LET HER BODY BE TALL, 

LET HER WAIST BE SMALL, 

LET HER AGE BE NOT OVER EIGHTEEN. 

LET HER CARE FOR NO BED 
BUT HERE LET HER SPREAD 
HER LEGS UPON THE GREEN! 


WITH A HUMBLE-DOWN, DERRY, DERRY, 
A HUMBLE-DOWN DERRY DO. 



HARE (cont'd) 


LET HER FACE BE FAIR, 

LET HER BREASTS BE BARE, 

AND A VOICE LET HER HAVE THAT CAN WARBLE. 
LET HER BELLY BE SOFT, 

BUT TO MOUNT ME ALOFT 

LET HER BOUNDING BUTTOCKS BE MARBLE! 

WITH A HUMBLE-DOWN, DERRY, DERRY, 

A HUMBLE-DOWN DERRY DO. 

LET HER HAVE A RED LIP 
WHERE I NECTAR MAY SIP, 

LET HER EYES BE BLACK AS A SLOE, 

RAVEN LOCKS I DO LOVE, 

SO THAT THOSE HANG ABOVE 
THE THING THAT GROWS BELOW! 

WITH A HUMBLE-DOWN, DERRY, DERRY, 

A HUMBLE-DOWN DERRY DO. 

OH, SUCH A BONNY LASS 

MAY BRING WONDERS TO PASS 

AND MAKE ME GROW YOUNGER AND YOUNGER. 

AND WHENE'ER WE DO PART, 

SHE'LL BE MAD AT THE HEART 
THAT I CAN’T CARRY ON ANY LONGER! 

WITH A HUMBLE-DOWN, DERRY, DERRY, 

A HUMBLE-DOWN, DERRY, DERRY, 

A HUMBLE-DOWN, DERRY, DERRY, 

A HUMBLE-DOWN, HUMBLE-DOWN DERRY DO 


Helen 


Oh, Mr. Hare! That is obscene! 


HARE 


(Bowing.) 

Now have another mug. 


Thank you! 



HELEN 


Oh no, I shouldn’t! 

It's going to my head, it is. 


a drop o’ gin. 


HARE 

Then have 


HELEN 

I couldn’t . Mr. Hare. 

It makes me giddy. 


HARE 

Don't you like that? 

HELEN 


Well. 


HARE 

Miss McDougal, you don’t know how to have 
a little inn'cent fun. 


HELEN 
Call me Helen. 

And let me say, I was wise to the ways 
of Pleasure long before you was in pants. 


HARE 


Then why pass up the pleasure of a mug? 


(HELEN considers a moment.) 
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HELEN 


I won't! Pour it out, Mr. Hare! 


HARE 

Willum. 

(HELEN looks directly into HARE's eyes, suddenly serious.) 

HELEN 


Bill. 


HARE 

(Likewise.) 

Helen. 


HELEN 


Bill. 


HARE 


Nelly. 

(THEY stare at one another. A CHORD. THEY smile and turn front.) 

HELEN 

It probably is wrong; but, wrong or right, 

I've got to have someone with me tonight. 

It's not the way I would have liked it to 
have happened. Still, it's happened, and I'm not 
about to stop and run away. I'm not 
a teasing woman—when it's once begun 
I don't hold back. He's not a handsome man. 

He's got a good head on his shoulders, though, 

'n' that's more important than what’s between his legs. 
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HARE 


Let's leave off all the rhetoric and say 
it straight: she's got a certain something men 
can make use of, and now it is my turn. 

That's it. No more nor less. No great to-do. 

Of course I'm using her. She's using me 
as well. It all works out. All's fair, they say. 

I take my pleasure as it comes—it don't 
come near as often as I'd like. So when 
it comes, should I let scruples stop me? Hell, 
if having fun's a crime, then let me stay 
a criminal until I die! And as 
for Burke, well. . . 

Burke's not here, is he? 

(HE turns to HELEN. THEY laugh and exit together. Their laughter fades. After 
a short silence, BURKE enters, followed by a drunken HAG.) 

BURKE 

Hullo! Hare! Helen! Come on down! I've brought 
a customer! 


HAG 

Love, where's the whiskey? 

BURKE 


We 

can't start until the others come. Hare! Hare! 

Come on, I haven't got all night! You don’t 
expect me to do entertaining on 
my own! Hare! Helen! 


HAG 


Hey, I want a drink. 
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BURKE 


Shut up. I told you, not until they come. 
Hare! Helen! 


HAG 

Helen! Hare! Who's Hare? 

BURKE 


Hullo! 

(THEY stand silent a moment. BURKE hears a quiet giggle from above. HE 
stands still in shock a moment, then goes to the bar and finds a bottle. The HAG 
presses against HIM.) 


HAG 


Here, love, let's have a bit o’ that. 


(Low and dangerous.) 


BURKE 


Get out. 


HAG 


Aaow, what? 


BURKE 


Get out! 


HAG 


You said— 


BURKE 


For God's sake, OUT! 
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(HE pushes the HAG roughly out the door. SHE races off, screeching. BURKE 
stands still, breathing heavily. HE turns back to the bottle and begins to drink. 
The giggle is heard again. The LIGHTS fade.) 
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7 . 

A STREET. 

(The CHORUS LEADER, who during the last two scenes has become more and 
more engrossed in the action, suddenly recollects himself.) 

CHORUS LEADER 

Business went on, as Business must, 
and Burke and Hare continued partnership, 
taking Opportunity as it came. 

(MARY PATTERSON, a whore, enters, followed by THOMAS RAND, her 
young lover.) 


MARY 


You don’t love me. 


TOM 

Mary! You know I do! 

MARY 

You say you love me, but you fight off all 
my clients. 


TOM 

But it hurts me, Mary! Hurts. 

MARY 

Then don't hand round when I am working. Tom, 
you're such a sad, strange boy. 


TOM 


I love you! 


It's just—it's just— 
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MARY 

Yes, I think you do. But, Tom, 

I have to earn a living, right? So you 
just run along and leave me do my job. 


TOM 

Your job! A whore, you mean! Oh, God . . . 

MARY 


on like a fool. 


Don't take 


TOM 


It's wicked! 


MARY 
Just a bit. 

But mainly it's a way to earn my rent 
and buy a decent meal. You never take 
me out. 


TOM 


You know if I had money I 
would buy you anything you want. 


you, Tom? 


MARY 

Oh, would 


TOM 


You know I would! 
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MARY 

And would you buy 

me lovely dresses, all of red, with frills 
of lace? And cloaks lined with real silk? And would 
you buy me mounds of choc'lates? And a room 
that's warm, no matter how cold it might be 
outside? 


TOM 

Oh, Mary! Everything! I'd buy 

for you— 


MARY 

Yes, love, but that's just it: you don't. 
So skit along and let me be about 
my business. 


TOM 


Business! 


MARY 

Don't say it like 

it was some dirty word. Business is what 
it is, and business it will remain. 

You know you have my heart, Tommy my love, 
but my belly needs some attention, too. 

(TOM runs off.) 

I'll never understand these modern boys. 

They seem to think that such things come for free! 

(SHE sings "The Song of Acceptance.") 

I WAS A VIRGIN ONCE. 

(GOD KNOWS WE ALL START OUT THAT WAY.) 
I KEPT THAT CHILDHOOD PRIZE 
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MARY (cont’d) 

TILL A ROGUISH PAIR OF EYES 

TAUGHT ME THERE ARE OTHER THINGS IN LIFE. 

WHAT CAN I SAY? 

WHAT CAN I SAY? 

EVERY WHORE IN THE KINGDOM 
WAS ONCE AN INNOCENT, 

PRAYING "OUR FATHER"S IN ACCENTS DEVOUT. 
AND WHAT MOTHER DREAMS HER SON 
TO PRISON WILL BE SENT? 

WHAT CAN I SAY? 

THAT'S THE WAY THINGS TURN OUT. 

THERE’S ALWAYS A RIGHTEOUS MAN 
WILLING TO RESCUE AND REFORM YOU, 

TO FREE YOU FROM THE SHAME 
OF THE WORLD'S CRUEL GAME, 

THEN GOES MAD WHEN HE FINDS YOU DON’T MIND IT. 
WHAT CAN YOU DO? 

WHAT CAN YOU DO? 

EVERY WHORE IN THE KINGDOM 
WAS ONCE AN INNOCENT, 

PRAYING "OUR FATHER"S IN ACCENTS DEVOUT. 
AND WHAT MOTHER DREAMS HER SON 
TO PRISON WILL BE SENT? 

WHAT CAN YOU DO? 

WHAT CAN YOU DO? 

THAT’S THE WAY THINGS TURN OUT. 


(BURKE and HARE stagger on, roaring drunk. BURKE carries an empty bottle.) 

HARE 


How much have we got left? 

(BURKE turns the bottle upside down.) 


Not whiskey! 



BURKE 


Eh? 


HARE 


Cor . . . How much money have we left? 


BURKE 


There's not 

enough to buy an old whore's bed. Hee hee! 

HARE 


We need some income. 


BURKE 


Income . . . 
(HARE sees MARY.) 


our darling Mary! 


HARE 

Well! And here’ 


BURKE 


Mary! 


MARY 


And how's the night? 


Ev'nin', gents. 


HARE 


Much better now! Oh yes! 
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(Singing.) 

For Mary is me true, true love . . . 


BURKE 


MARY 


Here, now! 

Stand up straight! Silly sots, you'd think you were 
a pair o' schoolboys, th' way you're cutting up. 

HARE 

Who's goin' to share a bottle with old Hare? 

MARY 


Hands off! You know I only go for cash. 


HARE 

Aye. Cash is what 'twill be, love, on the line. 
Eight pound for serv'ces rendered. 


(Amazed.) 


MARY 

What! Eight pound? 
BURKE 


That's got her latched. 


HARE 

Come share a drink with us. 
I've got as fine a cellar as a lord, 
with bottles from the ceiling to the floor. 


MARY 


Well. . . 

I never drink with gentlemen, except 
on Tuesdays. 
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BURKE 


Eh? 


HARE 

Today is Tuesday! Ain't 

it Tuesday, Burke? 


BURKE 

(Catching on.) 

It is, I'm sure of it! 

MARY 

Then, gentlemen—you've found yourselves a friend! 

HARE 


A friendship that will last unto the end. 


(THEY link arms and start off. FREEZE. The CHORUS sings the "Chorale.") 

CHORUS 

SO IT IS, WORLD WITHOUT END: 

TRADESMEN WILL THEIR WORK DEFEND. 

THEIR METHODS DO NOT REPRIMAND— 

THEY SUPPLY BUT YOU DEMAND. 

YOU MAY NEITHER DAMN NOR BLESS, 

FOR 'TIS ONLY BUSINESS. 


BLACKOUT 


INTERMISSION 
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8 . 

A PUBLIC SQUARE 

CHORUS LEADER 

A business, being the expression of 
man's strong desire for gain, is by its nature 
ungenerous. Though managed by a crowd 
of humans, inhuman it must remain. 

Tender emotions have no lodging there. 

If any man or business blocks its way, 
it must reach out and take, and crush, and eat. 

No matter if there is no rivalry. 

No matter if there is no conflict. 

It is a block to profit, and must die. 

When Mary Patterson was murder, Burke 
and Hare delivered her to Dr. Knox. 

When he asked how the girl had come to die, 
they told him he had died of drink. He might 
have asked them why the body was still warm; 
but so moved was he by the sight of her— 
the beauty of her face and form, the bloom 
of youth so tragically cut short—that he 
had no desire for answers. And he paid. 

The beauty of her fascinated him. 

He could not bear to see her on the slab, 
a subject for the classroom. He refused 
to violate her corpse with his bright knife. 

(LIGHTS reveal KNOX.) 


KNOX 


Instead, 


CHORUS LEADER 


—he said— 
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KNOX 

I will propose a grand 

experiment: we'll keep the nymph preserved 
to see how she deteriorates with time. 

CHORUS LEADER 

He put her in a vat of whiskey—not 
without a sense of poetic justice—as 
he might had put her on a pedestal, 

And then with shouts of "Hey ye! Come and See!" 
displayed her to the mob for money. Money . . . 

(LIGHTS reveal a crowd of people paying to see Mary's corpse floating in a 
barrel of whiskey. THEY sing "The Song in Praise of Mary's Dedication to 
Profit.") 


SOLO 


WHAT D' YE THINK O' THAT! 
PICKLED HER IN A WHISKEY VAT. 

SOLO 


TUPPENCE FOR A PEEK. 


SOLO 

STILL, IT'S THE BEST I'VE SEEN IN A WEEK 
O' SUNDAYS. 


SOLO 


SCIENCE TSP SUCH IS OKES, 

LONG AS THEY LEAVE OFF DECENT FOLKS. 

SOLO 

IT'S BETTER THAN DR. McANDER’S EXHIBIT 
O' STILLBORN BABY BOYS. 
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FULL CHORUS 

MARY HAS GONE TO HER REWARD, 

AND, THANKS TO AN ALL-FORGIVING LORD, 
HER PRIVATE HEAVEN SHE HAS FOUND- 
ETERNITY IN A TANK O' BROWN. 

AND IT SHOULD BE SAID: 

THOUGH OUR MARY'S DEAD, 

SHE'S BRINGIN’ IN MORE 
THAN ANY LIVE WHORE 
IN TOWN. 


SOLO 


What a trooper! 


CHORUS LEADER 

But Burke and Hare had made a grave mistake, 
for Mary was well-known about the town, 
and more than one eye recognized her; and 
at least one heart was ready for revenge. 

(TOM enters and sees MARY's corpse.) 

TOM 


What? . . . 


Mary? 

Mary? 

Mary? 


Mary! 

NO! 


(HE races away in horror.) 


CHORUS 

MARY HAS DRAWN HER FINAL BREATH. 
MARY HAS DRUNK HERSELF TO DEATH. 
WHILE HER SPIRIT MAY HAVE FLOWN, 
HER HEAD FOR PROFIT STILL IS SHOWN. 
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CHORUS (cont’d) 


AND WE'D LIKE TO SAY, 
NOW SHE'S PASSED AWAY: 


SOLO 

THAT THOUGH SHE AIN’T FEELIN’ HERSELF TODAY, 
SHE'S TRUE TO HER CAREER. 


SOLO 

THE WENCH IS TAKIN’ IN MORE TODAY 
THAN ANYONE ELSE IN A YEAR. 

THREE MEN 

IT'S ENOUGH TO MAKE YOU THROW OFF YOUR HAT 
AND GIVE A MIGHTY CHEER! 

CHORUS 


TO MARY! 


SOLO 


And Highland spunk! 


CHORUS 


MARY! 


SOLO 


The Scottish drunk! 


CHORUS 


MARY! 

That's the spirit. 

BLACKOUT 
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9 . 

THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 

CHORUS LEADER 

The Doctor's proud display caused quite a stir 
in Edinburgh. Whispers, grumblings blew 
a chilly wind of inquiry that shook 
the happy slumber of authority. 

(LIGHTS reveal a Hall in the Royal Academy. GREY and McILHENNY are 
discovered.) 


GREY 


Dr. Mcllhenny. 


McILHENNY 


Dr. Grey. 


GREY 


We have problems. 


McILHENNY 
We have problems? 

GREY 


are unpopular rumors flying about. 
McILHENNY 


There 


About—? 


GREY 


You know. 
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McILHENNY 
Ah. Dr. Robert Knox. 

GREY 


Dr. Robert Knox. 

That. . . unfortunate display. 


McILHENNY 


Truly disgraceful. 


GREY 


Shocking. 


McILHENNY 

I should say. 
GREY 


It seems— 


McILHENNY 


It seems? 


GREY 

The girl was recognized. 

McILHENNY 


Eh? 


(Warning.) 
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GREY 

(Correcting himself.) 

It seems the subject was recognized. 
Several townsmen—many students, too— 
knew the deceased. 


McILHENNY 
That's not unusual. 

GREY 

Ah. But the subject had been seen the night 
before, quite happy, healthy—and alive. 

(Pause.) 


McILHENNY 


I see. 


GREY 


You see. 


McILHENNY 


I see. 


(HE sings.) 

SO OUR GOOD DR. KNOX 
HAS BEEN INDISCREET. 


GREY 


The difficulty is that the police 
may feel obliged to make an inquiry. 


McILHENNY 


The police! 
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GREY 

The police. Questions have been asked. 

McILHENNY 

But why should the police become involved? 

That type is of no consequence to them. 

At least she now is of some value. 


now there are rumors. 


GREY 

But 


McILHENNY 


Rumors. 

GREY and McILHENNY 


OUR GOOD DR. KNOX 
HAS BEEN INDISCREET. 


GREY 

Reports would seem to indicate a growing 
hostility directed toward the school. 

It's said the public has begun to question 
our methods of obtaining subjects. 


McILHENNY 

Ah. 

Well, that's the Law's fault. It only allows 
the hanged ones for our research purposes. 

What do the fools expect? 
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GREY 

We must prepare 

in case . . . We cannot risk an incident. 

We must have someone speak to him. 


McILHENNY 

Of course. 
GREY 


He must be made to understand. 


McILHENNY 


Quite so. 
GREY 


OUR GOOD DR. KNOX 
CANNOT BE SO INDISCREET. 

GREY and McILHENNY 

OUR GOOD DR. KNOX 
CANNOT BE SO INDISCREET. 


(THEY exit slowly as the CHORUS sings from offstage.) 

CHORUS 


OUR GOOD DR. KNOX 
CANNOT BE SO INDISCREET. 
OUR GOOD DR. KNOX 
CANNOT BE SO INDISCREET. 


(The LIGHTS fade.) 



10-82 


10 . 

HARE'S LODGING HOUSE. 
(BURKE and HELEN drinking. HARE enters, enraged.) 

HARE 


The bleeding bloody son of a whore! 


HELEN 

What? 


HARE 


The chiseling bastard! 


BURKE 


What's up? 


HELEN 

What is it? 
HARE 

It's Dr. Robert Knox. "God please you, sir! 

Pray let me bow again, sir! Dr. Knox, 
pray stick your ass up, sir, so I can kiss it!" 

HELEN 


Cor bless me! What's he done? 


HARE 


He's let us go! 
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(Starting up.) 

What? 


BURKE 


HELEN 


What do you mean, let us go? 


HARE 


I mean, 

"Your services are no longer required!" 

Nose in the air, crumbs on his chin . . . 


(With quiet relief.) 
it's done? 


BURKE 


You mean 


HELEN 

Then every hope is mined! Ruined! 

BURKE 


And we are done with it. 


HARE 

(With fierce resolve.) 

Done with it? No. 

HELEN 


No? 


HARE 


No. 

He's not the only surgeon at the School. 

We have been fools, Burke! Fools! The things we could have done! The money to be 
made! Think of it! 

There's eighty cut-'em-ups, Burke, eighty, and 
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HARE (cont’d) 

each one is needing, each one hungry, each 
with pockets full and ready to pay. 


(Awed.) 


HELEN 

Cor. . . 


HARE 


And I will tell you now: I've had an idea. 


HELEN 


An idea! 


HARE 

I've had an idea. Do y' want 

to hear? 


HELEN 


Aye! 


(BURKE is silent.) 


HARE 

My idea is this: It seems 
to me that we are doing very well, 
but seems to me we could do better. Why, 
how far we may go, who can tell? 


(To himself.) 


BURKE 


to Hell. 


Perhaps 
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HARE 


And how rich we can be! 


HELEN 

How rich? 
HARE 

It seems to me the thing that holds us back 
is th' time involved and expense to get 'em drunk. 

But here's my new plan. 


(Muttering.) 


HELEN 
His new plan! 

BURKE 


New plan. 


HARE 


My genius plan! 


HELEN 


Unveil your plan! 


(Sullen.) 


BURKE 

What is't? 
HARE 


I've heard tell as how some light-finger'd chaps 
have been importing bodies from Ireland 
for sale here. Think of it! Think of it! No 
more manual labor, the potato blight 
takes care o’ that. And no more money spent 
on whiskey; we save on expenses! Don't 



HARE (cont’d) 


you see? From common laborers we rise up 
to Management! 


HELEN 


It's brilliant! 


(Bowing.) 


HARE 

Brilliant! 

BURKE 


Mmm. 


HARE 

Not "businessmen" now, but entrepreneurs! 

HELEN 


It makes me tremble! 


HARE 

We get a boat to bring 
the bodies over, fifty to a load. 

Eight pounds a head, and what's that spell? Success! 

HELEN 


Success! 


HARE 


After we've made a tidy pile 
we get a second boat! And then a third! 
And who can say how far we may not go? 
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BURKE 


Jesus. 


HELEN 


Success! 


(HELEN and HARE celebrate noisily. BURKE sits apart.) 


(Toasting.) 

To us! 


HARE 


HELEN 
To us! 

HELEN and HARE 

Success! 


(Noticing BURKE.) 

Is anything the matter, Mr. Burke? 


HARE 


BURKE 

(With a desperate laugh.) 

Ha! No, nothing’s wrong! It sounds good, Hare. You go on with it. But as for me, I 
don't want any part of it. 


HELEN 


Willum! 


HARE 


Mr. Burke! 


BURKE 


Just leave me be! You wouldn't understand. I want out! 
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HELEN 


Out! 


HARE 

You can't be serious, Mr. Burke. Not now! 

HELEN 


You can't say no, Bill! 


BURKE 

I can say whatever I damn well please. I'm saying no. 

HARE 

Now, think about it, Mr. Burke, you know 
the world and how it works. 


(Exploding.) 


BURKE 

I don't want to! 


HARE 

(Exploding also.) 

AND WHAT DO YOU WANT? What do you want, Mr. Burke? Do you like starving, 
Mr. Burke? Perhaps you miss the gutter! Perhaps you miss sleeping on the streets, 
hoping it don't snow or rain, hoping no one’ll take the trouble to kick you! 

Perhaps you want to be a good man, Mr. Burke? Well, good luck to you then, for 
I've never known a good man yet with a full belly. We aren't talking good or bad here, 
Mr. Burke, but simple economics. Do you always want to be at the mercy of whoever 
passes by with a bit of cash in his pocket? Do you want to be stepped on all your life? 

HELEN 


I won't be stepped on! 
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HARE 

Morals are fine, so long as they don't interfere with the dinner table. 

HELEN 


Think of it. 


HARE 

And being sneered at because your britches ain't silk, but common flannel. 

HELEN 


Think of it. 


HARE 

Thrown down and treated worse than shit. 

CHORUS 

(Offstage, whispering.) 

Think of it! 


HARE 

Is that what you want, Mr. Burke? Oh no, not you! Not for you! There's better things in 
store for you! The world is waiting for you, Mr. Burke! Who are you to stand away and 
say No? Who are you to turn your back on what the world will offer? Are you afraid, 
man? Afraid of what Society will say? Well, here's your answer to that old whore 
Society: Go To Hell! Believe me, if you have the money she'll take your advice and ask 
politely for directions. 


CHORUS 


Think of it. 


HARE 


And who will dare to look down on you then? 
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CHORUS 


Think of it. 


HELEN 


If you go, Bill, I won't be with you. 


CHORUS 


Think! 


HARE 

I offer you the Hand of Opportunity, Mr. Burke. Just take it, and the possibilities are 
endless! Just take it, and the world is yours! 

(HE waits. BURKE does not speak. HARE extends his hand to HELEN.) 

Are you with me? 


(Taking his hand.) 

I am! 


HELEN 


(HARE extends his other hand to BURKE.) 

HARE 


And you, my friend? 
(BURKE looks at HARE’s hand.) 

BURKE 

(Softly.) 

Why do you want me, Mr. Hare? Why do 
you want me here? 


HARE 


(Just as softly.) 

D' you have to ask that, Burke? 



10-91 


(A long silence. Then BURKE stands and takes HARE's hand.) 

BURKE 

We're partners, Willum Hare, and to you I 
am bound. 


HARE 

(Relieved and happy.) 

Willum Burke. You restore my faith. 

(THEY remain standing, ALL THREE holding hands. The door opens and an 
OLD WOMAN (MADGY DOCHERTY) enters.) 

MADGY DOCHERTY 

Excuse me, sirs. I'm wond’rin' if you might 
be able to tell me where Mr. Jakes, 
the cobbler, has his rooms? I've walked clear up 
from Innistown. 

(HARE, thrilled, breaks away and approaches MADGY, smiling.) 

HARE 


You poor thing! Sit ye down. 
Don't stand there, Miss McDougal, fetch a glass! 

(Directly to BURKE.) 

Can you not see we have a customer? 


(DRUMROLL. The LIGHTS change, hiding the interior of the House and 
revealing the street outside. TOM has entered, sneaking through the shadows, and 
goes to the window. HE peers in. Suddenly there is a muffled cry within.) 


Help! 


MADGY DOCHERTY 

(Within.) 

Murther! Murther! Hel—! 


(HER scream is suddenly cut short. TOM falls back in horror, then begins to 
shout.) 
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TOM 


Police! Police! 

Help! Murder! Murder's being done! 

(HE races off. HARE appears at the door to see what all the noise is. In the 
distance a POLICE WHISTLE sounds.) 

HARE 


Cor shit. 


BLACKOUT 
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11 . 

A GAOL. 

CHORUS LEADER 

Burke hurried off to sell the evidence, 
and Helen tried to bribe the witness; but 
it was no use: in minutes they were caught. 

Thus great minds are brought low by circumstance. 

In gaol they soon were separated and 
questioned by wondering authority. 

(LIGHTS rise on three jail cells, where BURKE, HELEN, and HARE are sitting 
on stools. HARE is in the center cell. With each is a DETECTIVE. The THREE 
PRISONERS are speaking at once, creating a babel of noise.) 

THE THREE DETECTIVES 

QUIET! 

(BURKE, HELEN, and HARE fall silent.) 

BURKE'S DETECTIVE 

All right— 

HELEN'S DETECTIVE 
All right— 

HARE’S DETECTIVE 

Suppose we start 

at the beginning? 

HELEN'S DETECTIVE 
You just tell us all 

that happened, and— 
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BURKE'S DETECTIVE 
—and we’ll go on from there. 

BURKE 


I don't know nothing 'bout no murder. 


HELEN 


was nowhere near the place. 


I 


a chest there. 


BURKE 

A man dropped off 


HELEN 

I's out buying haddock. 

BURKE 


When 

he didn't show we opened it, and here 
this body tumbles out! 


HELEN 

I come back home, 

as chipper as you please, and there's a cop! 

You ask him if I didn't come in late. 

HELEN'S DETECTIVE 

The Policeman says you weren't there because 
you were out trying to bribe the witness. 
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HELEN 


Well! 

If you won't take a lady's word! 


HARE’S DETECTIVE 


(Calmly.) 

I don't have anything to say. 


And you? 
HARE 


again. 


CHORUS LEADER 
They tried 


BURKE'S DETECTIVE 


All right— 


HELEN'S DETECTIVE 
All right— 

HARE’S DETECTIVE 


more chance. Let's start— 


I'll give you one 


BURKE'S DETECTIVE 
Let's start— 

THE THREE DETECTIVES 


Again. 
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HELEN 


Well, we 

were having us a party, when this old 
and ugly whore comes busting in. 


BURKE 

We had 

a lady lodger staying there, and she 
was one to tip the glass. 


HELEN 
She grabbed a mug, 

she took a draw, and started dancing! Well! 

BURKE 

She had been sick for days—the fever—and 
she up and died. 


HELEN 

She fell and hit her head. 
Stone dead! It's all a horrible mistake. 


BURKE 


It's all misunderstanding. Just ask Hare. 

HARE’S DETECTIVE 


Well? 


HARE 

(Quietly.) 

I know nothing. Sorry. 


CHORUS LEADER 


They convened. 
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(THE THREE DETECTIVES leave the cells and meet.) 

BURKE'S DETECTIVE 


They're guilty, sure as Hell. 


the charges stick? 


HELEN'S DETECTIVE 

But how to make 


HARE’S DETECTIVE 

We cannot prove she died 
by violence, and all we've got for proofs 
a story from a lad who's half mad since 
his whore went off. 


HELEN'S DETECTIVE 
As long as they hold to 

these crazy tales they're telling, we don’t stand 
a chance in court. 


BURKE'S DETECTIVE 
What can we do? 

HELEN'S DETECTIVE 
Hmm. . . 

HARE’S DETECTIVE 

Hmm. . . 


(THEY pace.) 
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CHORUS LEADER 

The only way to insure conviction 

of any of the three was to induce 

one of them to turn ev’dence for the crown. 

There seemed a likely chance of hanging Burke, 
and Helen was a woman. They chose Hare. 

(THE THREE DETECTIVES do into HARE’s cell and press about HIM.) 

HARE’S DETECTIVE 

Hello there, Mr. Hare. 

BURKE'S DETECTIVE 
Hello. 

HELEN'S DETECTIVE 
Hello. 

HARE 

(Looking at THEM nervously.) 

Hullo. 

HARE’S DETECTIVE 

Don’t be afraid, now, Mr. Hare. 

You haven't got a thing to worry you. 

BURKE'S DETECTIVE 

Not if you play it smart. 

HARE 


I don't? 
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HELEN'S DETECTIVE 
Oh, no. 

Why, you could come out smelling like a rose. 

HARE’S DETECTIVE 
Instead of looking like a butcher's pig. 


HARE 


I'm interested, gent'men. Tell me how. 
Expand upon the subject. 


HARE’S DETECTIVE 
It's simple. 

We need a bit more evidence to make 
our case airtight. 


HARE 

And you expect to get 
it out o' me? Ha ha! Not likely! 


HELEN'S DETECTIVE 
You 

aren't thinking, Mr. Hare. To get it, we’re 
prepared to grant... a pardon. 


HARE 

Pardon, eh? 

BURKE'S DETECTIVE 


A pardon, and your transportation to 
the country of your choice. 
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HARE 

In other words, 

you want me to betray my friends to save 
my own neck? 


HARE’S DETECTIVE 


That's it. 


BURKE'S DETECTIVE 
Well? What do you say? 
HARE 

(After a moment.) 

It's shameful! Shameful! What d' you take me for? 

I'm not a Judas, selling those I love 
for thirty silver pieces! Mr. Burke 
is like a brother to me. 'N' Helen— 

HELEN'S DETECTIVE 

We're 

not talking thirty silver pieces, Hare, 
we're talking 'bout your neck. 


(Quickly.) 


HARE 

How do I start? 


(THE THREE DETECTIVES draw closer.) 

HARE’S DETECTIVE 


You start at the beginning. 


HARE 

On the night 

of February twenty-first I—here, 
you're sure the pardon's mine? 
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BURKE'S DETECTIVE 

You have our word. 
HARE 


I’d rather have something in writing. 

(THE THREE DETECTIVES write a note.) 


I 

don't know. "Pardon." The word sounds like I am 
admitting guilt. 


HARE’S DETECTIVE 
You have our sympathy. 

(HE gives HARE the paper.) 

All right. Go on. 


HARE 

Before I do, I'd like 
to say something for History. 


BURKE'S DETECTIVE 
Oh, God. 
HARE 


I'll keep it short. In future, men may say 
I turned upon my friends and sold them out. 
Well, what is life but one long selling out? 

It's compromise. I hope they think of that. 

So let them call me Judas. One thing's sure— 
they'll never call me stupid. Let's begin. 


BLACKOUT 
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12 . 

A COURTROOM. 

CHORUS LEADER 

The trial began on Christmas Eve. It ran 
twenty-four hours straight, without a pause. 

It seemed all Edinburgh came to watch. 

The charged were Burke and Helen. Hare was there 
as witness, with his pardon in his hand. 

And what of Dr. Knox? It might have been 
embarrassing to th' University 
for one of theirs to be involved in such 
an ugly business, so it was arranged 
that Dr. Robert Knox would not be needed. 

(LIGHTS rise on KNOX and the ASSISTANT. NOISE of an angry mob.) 

KNOX 

You're mad if you think I shall go. I have 
some sense! 

ASSISTANT 

(With new confidence.) 

Oh? 


KNOX 

if I went the mob would have 
me strung up before I could say my prayers. 

ASSISTANT 

You've heard the new song that they sing of you? 

KNOX 

(Horror-struck.) 

What's that? 
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ASSISTANT 

"Down the close and up the stair. 

Keep an eye for Burke and Hare. 

Burke's the butcher, Hare's the thief, 

Knox the man who buys the beef." 


KNOX 


Oh God! And so careers come to an end! 

I tell you, there's no justice on this earth! 

(HE begins to sing "The Ballad of the Change of Fortune.") 


IN THE MORNING OF MY HIGH CAREER, 

I WAS TAUGHT WHAT WEALTH AND RANK MAKE CLEAR- 
THE RULING CLASS 
MUST WIPE THEIR ASS 
WITH THOSE THEY DOMINEER. 

I WAS POOR, BUT I HAD HOPE AND BIRTH, 

AND I KNEW WHAT PEDIGREE IS WORTH; 

I WORKED AT LIFE, 

AND WITH MY KNIFE 
I CARVED MY PROPER PLACE ON EARTH. 

BUT NOW, BETRAYAL! 

THEY TAKE AWAY ALL 

THE PRIVILEGE MY HARD-EARNED BIRTH AND BANK DEMAND. 


(The CHORUS LEADER begins to sing. KNOX turns slowly to stare at him, 
shocked and confused at this sudden invasion of the drama.) 


CHORUS LEADER 

YOU HAVE MISJUDGED THE TIMES. 
A BRAND-NEW BANK OF CRIMES 
NOW SETS THE TONE 
OF WHO MUST GROAN 
AND WHO WILL NOW COMMAND. 
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(The LIGHTS reveal the CHORUS in a line at the rear of the stage, dressed in 
lower-middle-class garb. THEY step forward to sing. KNOX staggers to the side 
of the stage opposite the CHORUS LEADER.) 

CHORUS 

WE HAVE SEEN WHAT HIGH-BORN RANK CAN DO. 

WE HAVE STARVED BENEATH THE SILK-SOLED SHOE. 

BUT NOW WE KNOW 
WE CAN SAY "NO,” 

AND SO TO HELL WITH YOU! 

FOR THIS IS HOW THE BLESSED WORLD IS MADE: 

THOSE WHO OWE MUST BOW TO THOSE WHO PAID. 

AND IF WE OWN, 

THEN YOU MUST MOAN 
AND YOU MUST PRAY AND BE AFRAID! 

CHORUS LEADER 

WHEN FORTUNE CHANGES, 

THEN POWER CHANGES, 

AND BLOOD WON'T MATTER WHEN IT'S BROKE. 

CHORUS 

THERE IS NO GOD-GIV’N RIGHT. 

THERE IS BUT GOLD -GIV’N RIGHT! 

WHEN FORTUNE SHIFTS, 

THE BOWED HEAD LIFTS 
AND PASSES ON ITS YOKE! 


(KNOX, horrified, runs off. The ASSISTANT joins the CHORUS. The 
CHORUS LEADER watches, shaken but entranced.) 

NOW, WITH HOME AND THRONE AND CHURCH IN HAND, 

THE MIDDLE CLASS STEPS FORTH TO TAKE COMMAND. 

WE CHANGE THE RULES 
THE HIGH-BLOOD FOOLS 
ONCE USED TO RULE THE LAND, 
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CHORUS (cont’d) 

NOT WITH SWORD OR TORCH OR GUN OR TANK, 
BUT WITH MORTGAGE, CREDIT, LOAN, AND BANK. 
THE FAMILY HOME SUPREME, 

THE PATRIARCHAL DREAM, 

AND THOSE WHO STARVE TODAY HAVE BUT 
THEMSELVES TO THANK! 


(There comes the sound of a gavel rapping, and LIGHTS rise on the courtroom. 
A JURY is present; the JUDGE sits on his bench; BURKE and HELEN sit at a 
table with the COUNSEL FOR THE DEFENSE; the COUNSEL FOR THE 
PROSECUTION sits at another table.) 

CLERK 


Oyez! Oyez! Silence! Silence in Court! 

(The JUDGE is rapping his gavel angrily. The CROWD quiets.) 

JUDGE 


Another outburst and I'll clear the room! 

I will not have you turn this trial into 
a circus! This place is a Court of Law, 
the House of Justice. See that you uphold 
the dignity of Court. And speed it up. 

Let's hang the bastard quick; I'm hungry and 
I want to go home. 


CHORUS LEADER 
Witnesses were called. 

(A WITNESS takes the stand.) 

PROSECUTION 


You knew the deceased? 
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WITNESS 

Oh my goodness, yes. 

Her name was Madgy Docherty. She was 
a dear old thing. Pity what happened to her. 

PROSECUTION 

You saw her on the night in question? 


WITNESS 


Yes. 

She was from Innistown, came up reg'lar 
to see her nephew, but this time his shop 
had moved, and she got lost. I saw her go 
to Tanners Close, where Bill Hare has his house. 

PROSECUTION 

You saw her enter on that fateful night? 


WITNESS 

I did. I never seen her come out, though. 

(The WITNESS steps down.) 

CHORUS LEADER 

More witnesses were called. The night dragged on. 

JUROR 

(To SECOND JUROR.) 

What time is it? 


SECOND JUROR 
Past midnight. 


(HE nudges the THIRD JUROR.) 



SECOND JUROR (cont’d) 


You, wake 
PROSECUTION 


I call to witness Mr. Thomas Rand. 


CLERK 


Mr. Thomas Rand is called. 

(TOM enters and takes the stand.) 


to tell the Truth? 


D' you swear 


TOM 

(Fervently.) 

Upon my soul, I do! 

JUROR 

Oh Christ. We'll have some melodrama now. 

PROSECUTION 

Please tell the Court what happened on the night 
of Halloween, October thirty-first. 


TOM 


I was in West Port, near to Tanners Close 
where Hare has his place, and I peeped inside 
and saw the two of them a-murdering 
an old lady. 


PROSECUTION 


Please be specific. 
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TOM 

She 

was struggling on the floor. Burke was on top 
and trying to force a pillow down on her. 

PROSECUTION 

You saw the man accused purposely kill 
the woman? 


TOM 


Yes, I did. 


PROSECUTION 

(To COUNSEL FOR THE DEFENSE.) 

Your witness. 

(HE sits. The COUNSEL FOR THE DEFENSE rises.) 

DEFENSE 


Sir, 

what were you doing in Tanners Close that night? 

TOM 


I’s following those two. 


DEFENSE 
Pray, tell us why? 

TOM 


I knew them for the murderers they were, 
and every night I've followed them, trying 
to get the evidence to hang them. 
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DEFENSE 

What 

gave you the idea they were murderers?> 

TOM 

My Mar— Someone I knew was killed by them. 

DEFENSE 


And who was that? 


(Hesitant.) 

A girl. 


(TOM is silent.) 


TOM 

DEFENSE 

What girl? 

What girl? 

JUDGE 


Answer the question. 

TOM 


Mary Patterson. 

(The CROWD laughs.) 

DEFENSE 

Ah! Mary Patterson, the well-known whore? 

TOM 


I will not have you—! 
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JUDGE 


Silence! 


CLERK 

Order in Court! 
DEFENSE 

I merely wish to prove, your Honor, that 
the witness is involved emotionally, 
and consequently testimony must 
be taken with a grain of salt. 


JUDGE 

Right. You— 
DEFENSE 

But if I might ask one brief question more? 

JUDGE 


Oh, go ahead. 


DEFENSE 

When you looked in, sir, did 
you see Helen McDougal in the room? 


TOM 


I didn't, but— 


DEFENSE 

Thank you. You may step down. 


(TOM goes.) 
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CHORUS LEADER 

Another twenty witnesses were sworn, 
not one of them agreeing with the rest. 

First Burke was kind, a gentle man; next he 
was vicious, kicking dogs and beating babes. 

FIRST JUROR 


What time is it now? 


SECOND JUROR 
Almost four o’clock. 

(HE looks at the THIRD JUROR, who is sound asleep.) 

FIRST JUROR 

Oh, let him be. I might drop off myself. 

CHORUS LEADER 

Then William Hare was called to take the stand. 

CLERK 

(Yawning.) 

Call William Hare to witness. William Hare 
is called. 

(HARE enters, dressed in a flashy suit, carrying his pardon in one hand. HE takes 
the stand.) 

D' you swear to tell the Truth? 


I do. 


HARE 
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PROSECUTION 


(Standing.) 

How long have you known William Burke? 


HARE 


a year. 


About 


PROSECUTION 
He has resided in your house 

th' entire time? 


HARE 


Well, off and on. 

PROSECUTION 

Before 

we proceed with the questioning, I'd like 
to warn the witness that he's not required 
to answer any questions that may incriminate him. 

HARE 


Oh, I don't mind. I've got this lovely slip 
of paper here that says I'm pardoned. Not 
a thing that you can do to me. It is 
a pretty thing, eh? 


PROSECUTION 

Tell us what occurred 
upon the night in question. 


HARE 

Burke and I 

were having us a few when this old girl 
comes in and asks directions. Burke, he must 
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HARE (cont’d) 

have thought we needed spending money, for 
he jumped her. 

(BURKE looks up at HARE, surprised.) 

DEFENSE 
Where were you? 

HARE 

Across the room. 
DEFENSE 


And why did you not help her? 

(HARE does not answer. HE smiles foolishly.) 

PROSECUTION 

You have said, 

"he thought you needed spending money." How 
could you have got that by the murder of 
a poor old woman? 


HARE 

Well, we sold 'em to 
the medical school. Did a lively trade. 

Eight pounds a head. 

(The CROWD gasps with horror.) 

PROSECUTION 

You mean to say that Burke 
killed Madgy Docherty to sell her corpse 
for medical research? 
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HARE 

That's how it's done. 

DEFENSE 

This had been going on for quite some time? 

(HARE smiles foolishly again, not answering.) 

DEFENSE 

Where was Helen McDougal during this? 


HARE 

(After a moment.) 

She wasn't in the room. We’d sent her out. 

DEFENSE 


She wasn't in the room? 


HARE 


No. 


(To herself.) 


HELEN 

Thank you, Bill. 


(LIGHTS pick up BURKE, HELEN, and HARE. HARE steps down. As HE 
goes out, HE passes BURKE. BURKE does not look up.) 


CHORUS LEADER 


At last, as dawn broke over Edinburgh, 
the Counsels summed up their cases. 


(LIGHTS back to full.) 
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PROSECUTION 

My lord, 

honored colleagues, distinguished jurymen. 

(The JURORS wake up.) 

What can I say? What is there left to say? 

What words could further fix that villain's guilt? 

I think I could stand silent, never speak 
a word—in fact plead mercy for the man— 
and still the weight of evidence would force 
the verdict "Guilty" from this jury. 

But— 

Can any man stand silent in the face 
of so great wickedness? Can any man 
suppose he could ignore, could trust to Fate 
the future of this monster? No! No. No. 

I dare not turn away and trust to Chance. 

This man, this monster, this—I cannot speak. 

My fury, horror choke me! 

But, gentlemen, I can say only this: 

This man is guilty of the worst of crimes. 

Be sure your families, your daughters, wives 
are safe from him. You must call him Guilty! 

Hang him! Or let it be upon your heads! 

(Applause and cheers from the JURY and CROWD. The PROSECUTION mops 
his forehead, bows, and sits. The DEFENSE rises.) 

DEFENSE 


My friends— 

(ALL hiss HIM.) 

My friends! 


CLERK 


Oyez! 
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JUDGE 

Silence in Court! 


(ALL fall quiet.) 

I know you do not give a good goddamn 
to hear the Counsel speak defense. But there 
are rules to be obeyed! This is the way 
it's done! We're going to hang him anyway, 
so much good may it do him. Go ahead. 

DELENSE 

(Completely at a loss.) 

My lord, I have but one brief line to say: 

"The quality of mercy is not strained." 

(ALL groan, hiss, whistle.) 

"It droppeth as the gentle rain from Heav'n." 

FIRST JUROR 

If mercy's rain, he'll find a bloody drought 
inside this court. 


DEFENSE 

If you have any doubt, 
the slightest doubt as to my clients' guilt— 


JURY 

(As one.) 

We don't! 


DEFENSE 

—then you must bring the verdict in 

"Not Guilty." 


(HE stutters on another moment or two, then sits. To BURKE.) 
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DEFENSE (cont’d) 
Well, man, you're as good as hanged. 

JUDGE 


Before the Jury retires to consider 
its verdict, I must speak. In all my years 
upon the bench, in all the trials I've tried, 
never have I beheld such rank evil! 

That monster who now stands before this Court 
gives insult to our very dignity! 

The crimes he stands accused of are the worst, 
the lowest, the most horrible that man 
can perpetrate upon his fellow man. 

My blood is boiling. If I were not bound 
to keep the dignity of this, the Court, 

I’d throw myself upon the wretch and break 
his fdthy neck! The woman at his side 
is only less guilty by virtue of 
her sex—being a woman, she can't be 
expected to know better. Go you now 
and render an impartial verdict. If 
you find the barest doubt, you must bring in 
a verdict of "Not Guilty." But if you've 
a brain within your heads, you have to say 
he's guilty, and we'll see the villain hanged. 

So go you now, and let's have Justice done. 

(The JURY retires. THEY return immediately.) 
And have you reached a verdict? 


FIRST JUROR 

Yes, we have. 
JUDGE 


Then spit it out, man. 
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FIRST JUROR 

We, your Honor, find 
the woman, Helen McDougal, not guilty, 
for lack of evidence. 


HELEN 

Thank God! Thank God! 

JUDGE 

Well, Nelly, you’re out of the scrape. 


HELEN 


I'm free? 

Oh! For the first time in my life, my sex 
has been of some advantage! Can I go? 

(The JUDGE nods.) 


HELEN 

Bill. Bill, I'm sorry, that you must believe. 

But now I have a life to live again. 

I won't forget you, Bill. I never could. 

No matter what may happen, always know 
that I loved you. Because I do. I do. 

(SHE turns. HARE appears.) 

So. Mr. Hare. Is all prepared? 


HARE 
It is. 
HELEN 


All right. I'm off then. 
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(SHE starts off, then turns suddenly back to BURKE.) 

HELEN 

Bill! Give me a kiss! 

(THEY kiss. SHE pulls back and looks to HARE. HE extends his arm. SHE 
takes it. MUSIC sneaks in.) 

Well. While we had it, it was good. 

HARE 


While it lasted, it was something. 


HELEN 

And damned if we didn't make a good show. 

HARE 


The profit was there to take 
Like fruit ripe for the plucking. 


HELEN 

And we can plead, when we're sent Below: 

We didn’t sit idle to get pushed around. 

HARE 

We took what we wanted, never settling for less. 

HELEN 

And though we have fallen to Hell, I'll be bound— 

HELEN and HARE 

While we did it, we were a smashing success! 


(MUSIC swells and THEY strut off.) 
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JUDGE 


And what about this bastard? 


FIRST JUROR 

We find Burke 

guilty of crimes against humanity. 

But, sir, we recommend that you may show 
some lenience toward him. 


JUDGE 

For God’s sake, why? 

FIRST JUROR 

(Somewhat embarrassed.) 

He has a pretty face. 

(The LADIES in the room nod and chatter their approval.) 

JUDGE 

(Rapping his gavel.) 

Silence in Court! 


(ALL fall silent.) 

William Burke, step before the bench. 

(BURKE stands center.) 

Do you have anything to say in your defense? 

(BURKE stands silent. DRUMROLL. During the following the LIGHTS dim 
until only BURKE is lit.) 

William Burke, you have been found guilty before this Court of the heinous crime of 
murder. You are therefore sentenced to be hanged by the neck until dead. Your corpse 
shall then be given over to the medical school, to be used as a subject for the Anatomy 
Classes. 

And may God have mercy on your soul. 
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(BURKE remains standing in the LIGHT.) 
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13. 

A PRISON CELL. 

CHORUS LEADER 

So William Burke alone was tried, condemned. 

Helen McDougal and William Hare went free. 

Helen had to be smuggled out of jail. 

Disguised in men's clothes, she escaped the mob 
and, so't was said, sailed to Australia, where 
she lived to ripe old age, brought forth a line 
of pink-cheeked grandchildren, and died in bed. 

Hare was released on Lebruary fifth 
of 1829, and put upon 
a train under the name of "Mr. Black." 

But in the borough of Dumfries he was seen 
and recognized. An angry mob set on, 
determined to see some rough justice done, 
and Hare was put in prison overnight 
"for his protection." He was spotted next 
in Carlisle, one week later; after that 
the trail is lost. Some say he made his way 
to Ireland, others say he ended as 
a blind old beggar in the London sewers. 

Dr. Knox's reputation fell. 

No gentleman would have him in his home, 
the common people jeered him on the street, 
attendance at his class sharply declined, 
and soon he found himself forced to resign. 

No other university would hire 
him, and he died in London, penniless, 
at th' age of seventy-two. 

And William Burke? 

Burke was confined in pris'n. The date was set. 

On January 27, in 

the year of our Lord 1829, 

a crowd of more than twenty thousand men, 

women, and children, too, thronged the streets 

of Landmarket—climbed lampposts, climbed upon 

their neighbors' shoulders, hung from windows, all 
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BURKE (cont’d) 

but lined the gibbet stairs—they came to see 
the murd'rer hanged. 

(BURKE in the condemned cell, just before dawn.) 

BURKE 

This day dawns too soon. 

(During the soliloquy the CHORUS LEADER slowly moves away from the 
lectern and approaches BURKE on stage.) 

Another hour, they'll drag me out into 
the light—the last light I will ever see. 

(HE sings, very softly.) 

HO BOY, HEY BOY, 

COME, COME AWAY, BOY, 

AND BRING ME MY LONGING DESIRE . . . 

I think I am afraid, God. I think I am. 

I am afraid. Oh, not of death. I've seen 
enough of that to drive the fear away. 

You know what death is? Death is simple. Death 
is just what happens when your breathing stops: 
the blood stops moving underneath your skin, 
your joints get stiff, your belly bloats, your eyes 
cave in. And then they shove you in the ground 
to rot. Ha! If you're lucky! And that's death. 

It's not so much. 

But God, I am afraid. 

(HE sings louder, to keep up his courage.) 

HO BOY, HEY BOY, 

COME, COME AWAY, BOY, 

AND BRING ME MY LONGING DESIRE. 

A LASS THAT IS NEAT 
AND CAN WELL DO THE FEAT 
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BURKE (cont’d) 

WHEN LUSTY YOUNG BLOOD IS AFIRE. 

I'll miss the taste of good brown beer. I'll miss 
the feel of a woman lying under me. 

And what I'd give for one thick steak! I had 
got used to having meat for dinner, and 
to sleeping in a bed that's clean. 

It's just, 

I haven't had enough of living yet. 

Or maybe . . . maybe I have had too much. 

Cor. In another hour I'll be dead. 

(HE sings, softly again.) 

LET HER FACE BE FAIR, 

LET HER BREASTS BE BARE, 

AND A VOICE LET HER HAVE THAT CAN WARBLE. 
LET HER BELLY BE SOFT- 

The lawyers, bless 'em! There's a happy group! 

Their lives are easy. All they have to do 
is argue for a bit, recite a speech, 
and then go out to tea, and all is well! 

And if the chap goes free or if he's hanged, 
they do not care, for they will get their fee. 

But they are not alone. There's all the rest: 
the judges, clerks, policemen, jurors, and 
the people watching. God! Now there's a sight 
to make you proud to be an honest man! 

A-drooling down their chins and lapping up 
your sweat and fear like it was mother's milk. 

They wear fine red silk ties so th' blood don't show, 
and pack a picnic lunch to watch you die. 

God Bless Respectable Society! 

(Loudly.) 

LET HER FACE BE FAIR, 

LET HER BREASTS BE BARE, 

AND A VOICE LET HER HAVE THAT CAN WARBLE. 
LET HER BELLY BE SOFT, 
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BURKE (cont’d) 

BUT TO MOUNT ME ALOFT, 

LET HER BOUNDING BUTTOCKS BE MARBLE! 

Oh God. It's growing light. It's growing light. 

Ssh. My God, I can hear them through the walls. 

There must be quite a crowd. All come to see 
the murd'rer hanged, and hoping for a show. 

"Ah, here he comes, the fiend. Look how he strides! 

The saucy fellow. But just give him time, 
a minute at the most, and he will crack. 

See how he pales? He's seen the gibbet. There. 

His mouth's gone dry, his eyes are darting round. 

Oh, just you wait, soon he'll be on his knees 
a-crying, blubb'ring, 'Mercy! Mercy, please!' 

Then comes the best: he falls, he will not stand. 

They have to drag him up the ladder like 
a newborn babe. And I will lay you ten 
he wets his pants before they place the hood!" 

BURKE (cont'd) 

You mocking crowd! You jeering, japing pack! 
Self-righteous bastards, oh so innocent! 

You'll get no show like that, no! Not today! 

When Burke comes out before you, watch his face— 
it will not pale. His color will be high! 

His steady step will march him past you all, 
past all your pointing fingers, dirty-nailed! 

He'll climb that ladder with his own right hand- 
watch close that no one tries to help him up! 

And when they place the noose about his neck 
he will not beg for mercy—not from you! 

There's only One that he seeks mercy of, 

and he will meet Him soon enough. Put on 

the hood! And see! His knees and back are straight! 

His pants are dry! His chin is lifted up! 

For God's sake, pull the lever! Pull it now! 

Oh, let him drop and bounce! Oh, let him die! 
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(For moments HE stands weeping and sobbing silently in terror. Then TWO 
GUARDS enter. BURKE composes himself and THEY lead HIM out. DRUMS 
begin.) 
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14 . 

THE GALLOWS. 

(NOISE of a great CROWD. DRUMS. BURKE is led in. HE climbs the 
gallows. The CHORUS LEADER is down center, back to the audience, watching 
BURKE. The GUARDS place the noose about BURKE's neck and exit. BURKE 
stands trembling. HE notices the CHORUS LEADER. HE straightens his back 
and prepares to speak his last words as the NOISE of the CROWD drops.) 

BURKE 


(The trap is suddenly sprung. BLACKOUT. Only the CHORUS LEADER is lit, 
back still to the audience. In the sudden silence and darkness ah that is heard is 
the creak of the rope as it swings slowly back and forth. 


(The CHORUS LEADER slowly returns to the lectern.) 
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EPILOGUE. 

CHORUS LEADER 

Burke's corpse was dissected publicly. 

Tickets were sold, and thirty thousand paid 
to watch. Sir Walter Scott wrote, in the News : 

(A MEMBER OF THE CHORUS steps forward.) 

MEMBER OF THE CHORUS 

"The corpse of the murderer Burke is lying in state at the college, in the anatomical class, 
and all the world flock to see him. Who is he that says we are not ill to please in our 
subjects of curiosity? The strange means by which the wretch made his money are scarce 
more disgusting than the eager curiosity with which the public have licked up all the 
carrion details of this business." 

(The MEMBER OF THE CHORUS moves back.) 

CHORUS LEADER 

The city council 'proved the sale of stripes 
of Burke's tanned skin, and enterprising men 
sold for a shilling each knots of the rope 
that hanged him. And Burke's skeleton is still 
displayed in Edinburgh museum. 

(Pause.) 


We will 

turn off the lights, now, for our play is done. 

We've finished, rather late, what we'd begun. 

We'll clear and sweep the stage, and stow the set; 
you all will leave, and most of you forget 
the scenes you've watched; the truth of them; the pair 
that lived the Comedy of Burke and Hare. 


CURTAIN 


THE END 



